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Chapter 35..One Sad Visitor.
The Autumn of that y#ar broke upon as

with sobbing winds and wild, wet gusts of
tempest laden with flying loaves. The air
wag never free bf a rushing and wailing
sound, as If all the misery of earth were

sweeping Eastward.
Ir had been blowing In soft. Irresistible

on-rushes all one dank October day, and all
dar had I spent in the high woods that
cronu the gentle hills three or four miles
to the southwest of the city.
Dusk crept upon me loitering, and still I

lingeied. The wind dropped with the com-

Jng of evening.
Gradually dark shut in, and I must

n>'"'ls thread my way among the trees,
while some little show of light remained, if
I did not wish to be belated In the dense
thickets. It would not have troubled me

fwoatly had this actually happened. To
yield my tired limbs and wearier soul to
some bed of moss set In the heart of an

Antique wood seemed a blessed and most
.restful thing to do. But the old man await¬
ed me at home, and thither my duty must
carry me.

I had traversed a darkling alley of leaf-
ago, treading noiselessly on the spongy
tl.;or of it, and was coming out into a lit¬
tle lap of tree-Inclosed lawn that it led to.
tvhen T stopped In a moment and drew
myself back with a start.
Something was there before me^-a fan¬

tastic moving shape, that footed the grass
In a weird, sinuous daace of intricate
paces and waving arms, and feet that
hnrUIy rustled on the dead leaves. It was
nil wild, effln; Ineffably strange and un¬

earthly. I felt as if the dead past were re¬
vealed to me. and that here I might lay
down my burden and yield the poor residue
of Pfe to one last ecstacy.
Dipping, swaying: now here, now there,

about the dusky plat of lawn: sometimes
motionless for an Instant, so that Its droop¬
ing skirts and long, loosened hair made but

"\e figure of it^-agaln whJclliig.
wi<-h itfk dark tresses flung
a JdClJcIed round to within a

f$rd <'f whefe f was standing.
Then, in a lonrt, tremulous tone, I cried

"Zyp!" and sprung into the open.
She gave a shriek, craned her neck for¬

ward to gaze at me, and, falling upon her
kneej at my feet, clasped her arms abou-t
me.

For a full minute we must have remained
thv.s; and I heard nothing but the breath¬
less panting of the giri: felt nothing but
her bosom rising and falling against me.
j "Zyp," I whispered at last, "what are
".ou doing here, in the name of heaven?"
\ ' I wanted to see you, Renny. I have
'aIked all the way from Southampton.

.Vighr came upon me as I was passing
through the wood.and.and I couldn't help
lr .; couldn't help It."
"This mad dancing?"
"I'm so unhappy, Renny, poor Zyp Is so^

unhappy!" I

"Does this look 'ike It "

"The elves caught me. It was so lovely
to shake off all the weight and the misery
and the womanliness."
"Are yoiU tired of being^a. woman. Zyp?"
"Tired? My heart aches so that I could

die. Oh. I 'hate it all! No, no, Renn.v,
don't believe me! My little child! Mv lit¬
tle, little child! How can I have her and
not be a woman!"
"Get up, Zyp. and let's find our way

out of this."
"Not till you've promised me. Where

can we talk better? The foodish people
never dare to walk here at night. You love
the woods, too, Renny. Oh. why didn't I
wait for you? Why, why didn't I wait for
you?"
"Come, we must go."
"Not till you've promised to help me."
"I promise."
She caught my hand and kissed it as she

knelt; then rose to her feet and her dark
eyes burned upon me in the gloom.
"You didn't expect to see me?"
"How could I? Least of all here."
"It's on the road from Southampton. At

least, if it isn't, the woods drew me and I
couldn't help but go."
"Why have you come from Southamp¬

ton?"
"Wtt fieri there to escape hirti."
"Him? Who?" Yet I had no need to ask.
"That horrible man. Oh, his white face

and th^seyes in it! Ilenny, I think Jason
will die of that face."

I remembered Duke's words and was si¬
lent.
"It comes upon us In all places and at

all hours. Wherever we go he finds means
to track us and to follow.in the streets;
In churches, where we sometimes sit now;
at windows, staring and never moving.
Kenny!" she came close up against me to
whisper in my ear. and put her arm around
my neck Ilk*- the Zyp of old. Perhaps she
was half changeling again in that atmos¬
phere of woodland leaflness. "Kenny.once
he te-poigoH Jasor."' .

"Oh. Zyp. don't say that!"
"He did.he did. Jason was sitting by an

open window in the dark, and a tumbler of
spirit and water was on the table by him.
He was leaning back in his chair, as if
asleep, but he was really looking all the
time from under his eyelids. A hand came
very gently through the window, pinched
something into the glass, and went away
again quite softly."
"Why didn't Jason seize It.call out.do

anything that wasn't abject and contempti-
ble?" j
"You don't know how long tne strain has

told upon him. Sometimes in the beginning
he thought he must face it our. for life or
death, and end the struggle. But he isn't
realiy brave, I think."
"No. Zyp, he isn't."
"And now it has gone too far. All his

spirit is broken. He clings to me like a
?hild. He sits with his hand in mine, star¬
ing and listening and dreadfully waiting.

IS IT BOX GOAT, ETON OR REEFER?
The materials employed In the manufacture of this frock are leaf-green cloth, silk

of t!;o seme color and grass linen embroidered in black. The skirt has a broad box

p'alt lu front, side plaits on each side and the customary Quota of plaits in the back.
The bodice is of silk, shirred into h tight corsclet beneath a yoke of silk under the
linen. The sleeves are of the wrinkled, mosctuetaire variety, beneath shoulder puffs.
The sleeseless jacket is as short as the Eton jacket, has a loose front like a box coat
and fastens in a double-breasted effect like a reefer. A very broad Bailor collar of
the Hnon extends over the shoulders of the bodice. A shirred stock tiaishes the neck
mt bodice and shows above the jacket.

And that other doesn't mean to kill him
now, I think.not murder him. I mean. He
sees he can do it more hideously by follow¬
ing.by only following and looking, Renny."

In a moment she bowed her head upon
my arm and burst into a convulsive flood of
crying. I waited for the first of It to sub¬
side before I spoke again. These, almost
the only tears I had ever known fall from
her. wore eloquent of her change. Indeed.
"Oh!" she cried, presently, in a broken

voice. "He didn't treat me well at first.
my husband.but this piteous clinging to me
now.something chokes" she flung her
head back from me and wrenched with her
hands at the bosom of her dress, as if the
heart underneath were swollen to breaking,
Then she tossed up her arms, and, drooping
her head, once more fell to a passion of
weeping.
"Zyp," I said, quietly, when she could

hear me, "what is it you want me to do?"
"We want money, Kenny," she gasped,

still with fluttering sobs, drying her eyes
half fiercely, as if in resentment of that
brief self-abandonment. "He has not spirit
to make it now as he used. We have
escaped to Southampton intending to go
abroad somewhere, and lose ourselves and
be lost. We fled in a fright, unthinking,]
and now we can get no further. You'll help)
us, Renny, wont you?"

"I'll help you, Zyp, now and always, if
you need it.always, as far as It is possible
for me to."
"We don't want much.enough to get

away; that's all. If he could only be free a
little while, I think perhaps he might re¬
cover partly and be strong to seek for
work." /
"It will take me a day or two."
"So long? Oh, Renny!"
"I must go to London to raise it. I can't

possibly manage it otherwise."
She gave a heavy, forlorn sigh.
"I hope it wont come too late?"
"You can trust me, dear, not to delav a

"linuts kmge* over it than is absolutely
necessary."
"You are the only one I can always

trust," she said, with a little, wan, melan¬
choly smile.
A sleek shine of moonlight was spreading

now, like yellow wine spilt upon blotting
paper, across the watery sky, so that I
could see her face turned up to me.
"You will come to the mill, Zyp?"
"Not now; it is useless. I hear my babv

calling, Renny."
y

"Rut.what will you do?"
"Walk back to Southampton."
"To-night?"
"Part of the way. at least. When I get

tired I shall sleep."
"Sleep? Where?"
"Under some tree or bush. Where could

I better?"
"Zyp! You mustn't. Anything might

happen to you."
Her face took a flush of scorn.

NOW FOR PIAZZA FITTINGS.
The Present Subject of the

Summer Home Maker's
Thoughts.

New Things in the Line of Settees,
Cushions, Screens, Tables and.

the Like.

An adept in the art of furnishing Sum¬
mer cottages remarks that if the windows
are properly draped and the piazzas and
porches properly arrayed the mistress need
concern herself very little over the rest of
the house. In the season when one lives
out of doors the question ofrchairs, tables
and bookcases for indoor use is naturally
a rather unimportant one. Settees awn¬

ings, portable tea tables and the like are

the subjects of more interest. Pillows
which shall be at once waterproof and
pretty and similar themes are of more

vital interest than drawing room portieres,
an£ the right-minded Summer furnisher
does not allow her thoughts to stray
further indoor than the window curtains.
They, being really a background to the
piazza, must receive more or less attention.
Window draperies this season are a sub¬

ject to inspire artists and poets, so dainty
are they. Of course all Summer windows
must have holland shades to exclude the
noonday glare of the sun, unless they hap¬
pen to be fitted with Venetian blinds.
Green shades, though perhaps not quite so

beautiful in themselves as some others, are

admirable for Summer use, because of the
cool and delicate quality of light which
filters through them. But the muslin
draperies whleh fall from the top of the
window to the sill or to the floor, as the
case may be, are charming enough to make

up for any amount of unattractiveness on

the part of the shades.
Dotted muslin and swiss the housewife

has always with her, and they are delight¬
fully pretty. They are both trimmed with
ruffles, the musiin ones hanging limp and
graceful and the swiss one being pertly
stiff and fluted in appearance. They are

held back either by bauds of the same

material made with buttonholes that fas¬
ten /over a hook at the side of the window
sash or by heavy cords. Ribbons are out
of fashion.
foimities daintily sprigged and striped

silkolitie with delicate vice traceries or with
scattered, blurred blossoms, wide-meshed
fish net and flower-figured China silk, ^re
used with charming results. The longer
the fall of the folds, the more graceful the
result obtained. Therefore, half draper¬
ies, veiling only the lower part of the win¬
dow, are not so desirable as the full length
ones.
For the fitting out of the Summer piazza

there are delightfully comfortable and
pretty things designed. Big easy chairs
and tables made of Coarse straw, settees
and stools covered in India matting, in

"To me.in the woods or the open fields?
You forget who I am, Kenny."
No insistence or argument on my P'V*'could alter her determination. Return she

would, then and there."
"Well," I said at last, hopeless of shak¬

ing her, "how shall I convey the money to

"Jason shall come and fetch it."
"Jason?"

, ,"Yes; I can't leave the child again. Be¬
sides. it will be bet-
ter for him to move
and act than sit still
always watching and
waiting."
"Very well, then.

Let him come when
he likes. To-morrow I
will get the money."
She came and took

my hand and looked
up in my face. "Good-
by, vou good man."
>he said. "Give me
one kiss, Renny."

I stooped and
touched her cheek
with my lips.
"That is for the

baby," I said, "aad
God bless m.v Zyp and
the little one."
She backed from me

.
,a pace or two, with her dark eyes dream-

'""Did vou think I could ever be like this,
Renny? I wonder if they will turn to me
as they used?"

,She dropped upon her knees before a Uttie
plant of yellow woundwort that grew be¬
side a tree. She caressed it, she mur¬
mured to it, she gave it a dozen fond names
in the strangest of elfln language. It did
not stir. It remained just a quiet, drowsy
woodland thing.
"Ah!" she cried, leaping to her feet, it s

jealous of the baby. What do I care.
She gave it a little slap with ner hand.
"Wake up, you sulky thing!" she cried.
"I'm going to tell you something. rhere s
no flower like my baby in all the world.

Chapter XXXYI..A Tflp to London.
I walked home that night in a dream.

I found my father sitting up for me am d
the gusty lights and shadows of 'the oia
mill sitting room. He welcomed me with
a joy that filled my heart with remorse at
having left him so long alone.
"Dad." I said. "I have seen Zyp.
He only looked at me in wonder.
"She was coming to implore my help to

enable her and.and her husband to es¬
cape.to get away abroad somewhere.
"Escape? From what?"
"That man.my one-time friend.that I

told vou about. Ho has pursued them all
the vear with deadly hatred. Jason is
half 'mad with terror of him, it seems.
Mv father's face darkened.

>f"He summoned his own Nemesis, ne
said. "What do they want-money?
"Yes. I promised her what I could af¬

ford. To-morrow I must run up to London
to raise It."
"On what security.'
"A mortgage, I suppose. I have

f
some

small investments in house property.
He mused a little while.
"It is better," he said, by and by, to

leave all that intact. We must part wita
another coin or so. Renalt.
"If you think it best, father. I wouldn t

for mv soul go back from my promise
"Will vou take them up and negotiate the

business? I grow feeble for these jour-
EC"Of course I will, if you'll give me the
necessary instructions."
He nodded.

."I'll have them ready for you to-morrow,
h
Then for a long time he sat gazing gloom-

llv on the floor.
,, ,'"Where are they?" he said, suddenly.

"Zyp and Jason? At Southampton. She
walked from there, and I met her In the
woods Sparsholt way; but, finding I couldn t
let her have the money at once, she would
come no further, but started on her way
back again."
"How are you going to get the stuff to

them, then?1'
."Jason is coming here to fetch it.

He rose from his chair, with startled eyes.
"Here? Coming here?" he cried. "Renalt!

Don't bring him.don't let him!"
"Father!"

. , ."He's a bad fellow.a wicked son! Hell
drain us of all! What the Doctor's left he'll
take! Don't let him come!"
He spoke wildly.imploringly. He held out

his hands, kneading the fingers together in
an agony of emotion.
"Dad!" I said. "Don't go on so! You're

overwrought with fancies. How can he pos¬
sibly help himself to more than we decide to
give him? Try to pull yourself together.to
be vour old, strong self."
"Oh!" he moaned. "I do try, but yon know

so little. He's a brazen, heartless wretch!
We shall die paupers."
His voice rose into a sort of shriek.
"Come!" I said, firmly, "you must com-

¦nand yourself. This is weak to a degree,

denims and in all sorts of inexpensive,
durable and brilliant materials, are seen,
as well as the old-fashioned willow and
bamboo.
The main object of the piazza furnisher's

labor is to mass as much brilliant color
as possible. Cushions of India red,
benches and lounges painted to match,
startling objects In mustard/yellow and
orange, with here and there something
cool and relieving to the eye in blue, are.

among the color effects achieved by bold
outdoor artists. Jardinieres of deep, rich
color, holding palms and ferns which give
coolness to the vivid collection, ap placed
wherever there is room for them. Ham¬
mocks of startling colors are swung and
gay awnings or Japanese bead or bamboo
portieres render a certain amount of out¬
door privacy possible.

CHIFFON.

Silk shirt waists, showing white linen col¬
lars, have appeared. Every variety of the
material, from heavy white cord with a

satin stripe to the thinnest wash silk, is
used.

Monkey skin, clasped with a miniature
set in gold, makes one of the latest belts.
Heretofore clasps of the sort have been
confined to l'ibbon and silk, but some fresh
design seems to spring into life each week.

Pig skin, too, has been added to the list.
The popular color is a pinkish tan, and the
clasp a jewelled one.

More novel than cither, however, is em¬

broidery of colored beads on a foundation
of silk canvas. These are finished with a

delicate clasp of gold, and are accompanied
by chatelaine bags made of the same ma¬
terial.

Grass linen lawn is being honored as sel¬
dom falls to simple stuffs. Some recent
waists show elaborate embroidery In colored
silks and tinsel braids. They are made over
silk foundations and have belts and collars
of satin ribbon.

To be correct the belt and tie must
match. Colored leathers supply almost end¬
less variety, and one has only to buy with
discretion to acquire a series of fetching
combinations.

Stock collars of pleated white Brussels
net, finished with a big bow under the chin,
are seen and are cool In appearance, wheth¬
er or not they are so In fact.

The shirt waist appears to know no

limit in the matter of variations. The last
to appear is a blouse, with a sailor collar,
composed of wide tucks and tucked pulls
that extend to the elbow below which the
sleeve is plain. »

"The wise prove *nd the foolish con¬

fess by their conduct that a lite of em¬

ployment is the only life worth leading.

Remember, I am with yon, to look after
your interests.your peace.to defend you
if necessary."

«.v.,He only moaned again. lou don t
know."

, . ,"I know this," I said, "that by Zyp s
showing my brother is a broken man
helpless, demoralized.in a pitiable state al-

t0Hethseemed to prick his ears somewhat at
that.

'Zyp," I whispered at last,'
in the name o

"If he must eoiqe," he said, "If he must
come, watch him-grlnd him "ader-iiever
let him think for an instant that he keeps

^"He^haU never hare cause to claim that,
faile spoke no more, but crept to his room
presently and left me pondering his words

f^atnetr0onheasiflay awake in bed I heard
his room door open softly and tfce sound
of his footsteps on the stairs. This, hoyever, being no unfamiliar experience ^ith
us disturbed me not at all.

,in the morning at breakfast he handed
me a couple of ancient gold coins.

FASHIONS FOR CHILDREN.
For Once They Are as Comfort¬

able as They Are Chic
and Pretty.

Little Girls and Little Boys Will Look
Pretty and Feel Happy

This Summer.

Children are the only human, beings for

whose physical well-being in Summer the

modistes have the slightest regard. Con¬

sequently there is no excuse whatever for
the mother who clothes her small sons and
daughters in garments that are not comfort¬
able. When the dressmaker has permitted
peace it is distinctly unnatural for a mother
to enforce discomfort. The Society for
the Prevention of Cruelty to Children
should organize a department for investigat¬
ing the cases of little girls who are re¬

quired to wear high collars, and big givis
whose bodices fit tightly during dog days.
For there is no excuse for these barbarities
in times when Mine. Fashion Is lenient and
smiles upon comfort for the young.
Little boys are not so fortunate as

girls in this respect. When urchins are

clad in loose affairs they do not look quite
so pretty as their sisters. Still the lad
who has only recently been promotedl to
trousers may wear with the sanction of
high sartorial authorities very loose knicker¬
bockers gathered a la bloomer, with a banc
below the knee. This style Is permitted
only with a long blouse that falls to the
wearers hips and is belted at his waist
Suits fashioned ater this design are made
of linen and galatea cloth.
Boys who have not yet reached the digni¬

fied age demanding bifurcated garments
wear full kilted or gathered skirts buttoned
on to blouses of abnormal length, which
give the youthful weareTs the appearance
of having a waist line in the middle of
their stomachs. The same sort of frock is
also made for very little misses, and they
wear sashes in the region of the dividing
line between skirt aud bodice.
For girls between four and twelve there

la one length of dress which is perfect in

its simplicity, Its comfort and Its pretti-
ne«s It is made with a yoke, straight,
round or pointed, as Individual taste directs,
on which is gathered a full, unbelted frock.
There Is no stlffer or more binding collar
than a soft, narrow ruffle at the neck. I he
sleeves are full from shoulder to waist, and
there they are gathered into a neat wrist¬
band The gowns may be as daintily made

possible, with lace, embroidery, tucks,
ribbon and insertion, or they may be models
of severity and made of gingham, with no

other trimming than rows of feather
stitching.
Some charming little frocks made aftei

this style are of fine ecru grass linen. The
yokes are trimmed with frills of white and
"ecru embroidery, and epaulets of the
same material fall over the shoulders.
Knots of rose pink ribbon with lopg stream-

"Take these,"he said; "they should bring
£5 apiece."
His instructions as to the disposal of the

relics I need not dwell upon. Their con¬
signee, a highly respectable tradesman in
his line, would no doubt consider any men¬
tion of his name a considerable breach of
confidence. I have my own opinion as to
the laws of treasure-trove, and he may
have had his as to my father. It was a
mutual accommodation transaction, and any

'what afe you doing hefe,
f Heaven ?"

prick of conscience, if there were such,
need not be ours, at least. When, armed
with my father's warranty, I visited this
amiable "receiver".as no doubt in his bad
moments he considered himself to be.I
found him to be an austere-looking but
pleasant gentleman, with an evident en¬
thusiasm for the scholarly ftfde of his busi¬
ness. He gave me the pricefmy father had
mentioned, and bowed me to the door, with
a faint blush, I thought, as of being: found
out in the perpetration of an ambiguous
action.

It was so early in the day by the time I
had finished my business that, deeming it
not possible that Jason could reach the mill

er ends are fastened at the shoulders and
give a holiday air to the simple dresses.
Another gown made after the same pat¬

tern Is of tine India muslin. The yoke is
made of insertions of white valenciennes
alternating with tucks. The frills which
outline the yoke and fall over the sleeves
are also trimmed with the lace.
In tie line of headgear little girls are

very fortunate. The lightest weight straws
and chips are made Into broad-brimmed
shade hats for them, and then a few
daisies or grasses or poppies complete the
millinery confection. If they are still
younger soft mull is shirred and stiffened

into a crown and wide brim, and a rosette
of baby ribbons finishes the hat. Sun bon¬
nets of dainty colors and thin materials
are also popular for little girls this Summer.

THE PAPRIGA FAD.

Paprica, a sweet Hungarian red pepper,

is the latest fad of the epicure. So devoted

is he to its peculiar flavor that he carries

an individual pepper grinder with him

wherever he goes.
At many of the dowiytown restaurants it

is no uncommon sight nowadays to see a

man produce from his inside pocket a tiny
pepper grinder and solemnly sprinkle over

his food paprica. The pepper is nowhere
near as biting as the ordinary red pepper,
but has a peculiarly sweet and yet shai^>
taste, declared by its devotees to be un¬

equalled.
"Conscience is the name that the ortho-1

dox give taeir prejudices.'"

before the evening at earliest. I deter¬
mined upon returning by an afternoon train
that I might make a couple of visits that
had been in my mind sinfe I first knew I
was to revisit. London. One of these was
to my old employer; the other to a dull
and lonely cemetery out Battersea way,
where a poor working girl lay at rest

I found Ripley in his crate of an office
and imfeignedly glad to see me.
"Sit down, sit down," he said. "You al¬

tered yonr mind and
are coming back?"

"I think not, sir."
"Nonsense! I want

you.I'll tell you I
want you badly. Tren-
der. It was infernal
base on yonr part, and
and Straw's, to leave
me in the lurch like
that, for a mad, sen¬
sational reason that
had nothing to do
with business. It put
me In a fairly awk¬
ward position. You
owe me some compen¬
sation for it."
"I'm sorry for that,

but I can't come
back.'/
"Why not? Look

here, there are knot-
typoints in these pamphlets I want your as¬
sistance in.reports upon the proceedings
of the 'United Order of Anarchists.' "

"How can there be an order of Anarch¬
ists?"
"Why not?"
"The creed opposed to every order, Mr.

Ripley?.whose motto Is or should be,
'Stand not upon the order of your going,
but so at once?' "

"That's nonsense. Five hundred men

may overthrow a wall If they push It al¬
together."
"Yes. And only the end man, perhaps,

escape the destruction it carries with it."
"Meaning, I suppose, there is a Crom¬

well. designing to be king, at the head of
every democratic movement."
"It wouldn't be a movement without

him. Soldiers may be deadly plucky to a
man, but they want a general to show
them what to do. And what inspires the
general? Patriotism.king.country? Only
in a minor degree. Personal advancement
is his beacon."
"Your mind has been educated on the

old narrow lines, my friend.justice run¬

ning in a groove. There's no one so skep¬
tical of motives as your just judge."
"Then, sir, you must be an unjust judge.

You would condemn without even a hear¬
ing."
"Not I. I leave It to the law-abiders to

condemn themselves. Haven't they made a
fashion of doing so.of answering the ques¬
tion, 'Is life worth living?' in the negative?

We'll take them at their word. We want
the cultivated and the erudite out of the
way; a world of material brutes again,
to fight for survival and build up cleanly,
for the first time, on the fittest."
"I'm not equal to the task. It seems

simpler to me, and much more convenient,
to reform the old."
"Reform, reform, reform! The whine of

degeneration, Trender! There are two
principal aggressive elements in life.fire
and water. No amount of the latter will
make sap in dead wood. Better give it
over to the other."
We parted on good terms. Whatever were

his convictions, Ripley had the courage of
them, and he was a just man in. his deal¬
ings and a generous one.

It was late in the afternoon when I came
to the lodge gate of the lonely burial place
I sought, and inquired there as to the posi¬
tion of the grave. It was down in the sex¬
ton's book, one of many hundreds corre¬

sponding with numbers on a plan. Judged
by her allotment, Dolly must lie in a
crowded company.
Indeed, in the quarter where I found her

the graves lay cheek by jowl, so close that
It seemed almost: as if the coffins must touch
underground. What a honeycombed yard,
in good sooth.its upper stratum shored up
on the arched breastbones of the multi¬
tudinous dead! And at night what, ghostly
conferences must circle underground
through the thin dividing walls! Six feet
underfoot must be all one vast whisper,
threaded with spectral laughter.
My eyes filled with humble tears as I

stood looking down on the thin green
mound. A little cross of stone stood at the
head and on it "D. M." and the date of het
'death. The grave had been carefully tend¬
ed.lovingly trimmed and weeded and
coaxed to the greenest growth In those nine
short months. A little bush rose stood at
the foot, and on the breast of the hillock
a bunch of rich, fading flowers lay. They
must have been placed there within the
last two or three days only.by the same
hands that had gardened the sprouting
turf.that had raised the simple cross and
written thereon the date of a great heart'a
breaking.

To bo continued to-morrow. This story
began In the Journal April 27.

FARCIED^ TOMATOES.

Take eight medium-stzed firm tomatoes;
cut a hole on the top of each and scoop
out the Inside; chop an onion, put It in a

saucepan on the fire, with an ounce of
butter, to simmer gently; when slightly
colored add six ounces of bread cruipbs,
which you have soaked In/ water and then
pressed until nearly free from moisture; a

dozen chopped mushrooms, a tablespoon-
ful of chopped parsley, a pinch of salt,
pepper, and thyme chopped ifine; a little
red pepper and four tablespoonfuls of to¬
mato sauce. Mix all well together and fill

the inside of your tomatoes. Sprinkle tha
tops of each with bread crumbs and a lit¬
tle melted butter. Send them to the oven,
and when colored a light brown on top
serve with a tomato sauce around them.
For the sauce put In a saucepan an ounce

of raw ham, a carrot, an onion, very little
thyme, a bayleaf, two cloves, a clove of
garlic and half an ounce of butter. Sim¬
mer for ten minutes; add an ounce of flour
well mixed In half a pint of tomatoes and
a glass of consomme stock. Boil for half
an hour; season with a little salt, pepper,
a very little nutmeg; strain and serve.

Brushes need daily baths and daily air
treatments as well as their owners. They
should never be left uncovered on the
toilet table to collect dust and germs. Af¬
ter they have been used they should be
knocked on the back to dislodge any dust
which clings to them. Then they should
be placed ou a window sill for sun and air.
Once a' week they should be dipped into a

basin of warm water and soda.


